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PREFACE. 



In offering tbiB little collection of College Poetry to tho eourttay of tho 
public, a few words of explanation are due alike to the reader and to 
compiten. 

In the first plaee, nothing like completateu waa intended or attainable 
vithin such narrow limits. Specimeni only, liave been selected from each of 
the Tarions clasaea of occaaionBl songe, and arranged under their respective 
heads, generally in the order of the timea when they were written. In makin. 



this aeleclioD we have been n.iviruc.l p.irTli'by poetic merit, but more by the 
Ksiationa eon nect-ed with vaiious pieces inserted, in the minds of the present 
generation of Yalensiana. Thia latter reason will aooount for the appearance 
of several effusionaof a character altogether eriMBeral, and perhaps of some- 
what inferior literary merit. Almost every sffll^ot has a looae eollection of 

gs which he has laid up from time to time, and which he values w 
raentoes which will hereafter bring hia Alma Mater and all her cherished 
toma vividly to mfiiil. But detached papers are not a very secure posseS' 
1, and besides, there are often songs which it is difficult for all to obtain 
In this publication we have endeavored to present all the old, popular ' stand 
bye,' soma pieces of a more occasional character, and a few new ones, in a form 
in which they can easily be preserved by themselves, or bound in with the 

•■ Lit." • 

It is due to the authors of the pieces 
ten in very great haste, upon the 
duced here unaltered, becanse alt 



s that many of them were wri 
of the moment, and are intr 
iueh pvodnctiona are rarely ir 



There are a feiv songs 
among students which an 
iriginal here, we believe, 
)ur Institution. Wi 



ishit 



have acquired n good deal of fmpnlority 
iscrted in this collection, — but they are 
■e hardly of a nature to reflect honor upon 
Brstood tliBt those we publiah, with but oi 
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or two exceptions, and those noted, were written by members of this College^ 
The figures attached to the names, denote, of course, the year of graduation. 

Our thanks are due to Mr. Ilerrick, the accommodating Librarian, as well 
as to several of our fellow students, for assistance in our researches. 

Should the popular sentiment call for a work of greater completeness, there 
is abundance of material with which to satisfy the want If this little publi- 
cation meets with the favor which the interest already manifested in it leads 
us to anticipate, it is quite possible that at some not very distant day we may 
attempt something more extended in its nature, more permanent in charac- 
ter, and more worthy of Yale. 

THE COMPILERS. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

A demand having arisen for a second edition of this collection, the Compil- 
ers have selected some dozen new songs from the many which have come out 
since the publication of the firsli edition, and have omitted as many which 
have become stale. They are gratified to find themselves sustained in their 
original opinion that such a publication would meet the approbation of the 
College world, and hope t^^ abler, though not more willing, hands than 
theirs will continue to presl^k these memorials of College pleasures, which 
may be sung with mild enthusiasm, 



" When in after years we're harbored, 
With an infant on our larboard 
Knee, and sitting at our starboard 
Side, a wife.** 
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SONGS. 



GAUDEAMUS.^ 



German Air, 



Gaudeamus igitur, 
Juveries dum sumus ; 
Post jucundam juventutem, 
Post mole^am senectutem, 
Nos habebit humus. 

Ubi sunt, qui ante nos 
In munde fuere ? 
Transeas ad superos, 
Abeas ad inferos, 
Quos si vis videre. 

Vita nostra brevis est, 
Brevi finietur, 
Venit mors velociter, 
Rapit nos atrociter, 
Nemini parcetur. 

Yivat academia, 
Vivant professores, 
Vivat men^brum quodlibet, 
Vivant membra, quaelibet, 
Semper sint in flore. 



Vivant omnes virgines, 
Faciles, formosae, 
Vivant et mulieres, 
TenersB amabiles, 
Bonae laboriossB. 

Pereat tristitia, 
Pereant osores,* 
Pereat diabolus, 
Quivis antiburschius, 
Atque irrisores. 

Quia confluxus liodie 
4fiftdemicorum I 
Slonginquo convenerunt 
Protinusque successerunt 
In commune forum. 

Alma mater floreat, 
Quae nos educavit, 
Caros et commilitones, 
Dissitas in regiones 
Sparsos, congregavit. 



*A popular Yale Song, — words in "Howitl's Student Life in Ge|ifiany.'' 
The wordis and tune were intioduced here by R. S. Willis. 
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6 80N68. 

AUDACIA. 

BT C. 6. CAME, '49. 

TuifE— ** CramhambuH:' 

Audacia, this is the title 

Of that good trait we love the best ; 
It is the means which proves most vita]» 

When evil fortunes us molest ; 
Against all troubles, near and far, 
I seek thj aid — Audacia. 

Go I into the recitation, 

Most like some urching cavalier ; 

I banish doubt and hesitation, 

And meet all boring with a sneer L 

I vex the tutor, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

And plague him with — Audacia. 

And am I pleased with rosy slumber, 
Or have I business of my own. 

Excuses rise — a countless number. 
Which for the absence may atone ; 

I make a cold, or sad catarrh, 

Present it with — Audacia. 

Did I possess the lofly station 

Of our dear Prex., so good and bright. 

On sheep-skins at the graduation, 
This motto would I ever write : 

•* Vobiscum pertinacia 

Uti semper audacia." 

Do parents send a solemn letter. 
Made wiser by the Faculty, ^ 

And gravely speak of actions better, 
Of virtue, laws, and piety ? 

How dutiful I wriie my ma 

Right filial with — Audacia. 

But do not think our life is aimless, 
Oh no, we crave one blessed boon. 

It is the prize of value nameless. 

The honored, classic Woc^en Spoon ; 

But gjve us this, we'll shout hurrah ! 
' • Oh, nothing like — Audacia. 

Yo plodders dull in all the classes, 
Your sad condition we deplore; 
In knowledge's road ye are but asses. 



While we our ponies ride before ; 
Ho ! clear the track and flee a&r. 
Make way for bold Audacia. 
Audacia I it attll sball bear me 

Along the rugged path of life ; 
For every scene, it shall prepare me, 

At least it must procure a wife ; 
Then oiiivard to life's earnest war. 
Lead on the charge — Audacia. 



A SONG FOR OLD YALE. 



Am — "Dora May." 

Here's to Yale, to old Yale, 'lis the college of our choice. 
It can boasi of noble Iriumphs — o'er its trophies we rejoice ; 
And ne proudly sing Its praians, its greatness and its fame. 
And its florins beaming brightly and its grand historic nune. 
Then a soiig for old Tale, boys, a song for old Yale, 
Let UB shoDi it v'lth our tni^ht till it rivals the gale ; 
'Tis the college that we love, boys, and blooming, fair and hale. 
May she be as she has been, our Alma Mater Yale. 

Oh! the tnen that are gathered at her fountains full of lore, 
Are as gallant and true as the knightliest of yore ; 
And the draughts that wi^ qualf have by &r a bnghter hue 
Than (he starry eye of beauty or the grape's red dew. 
Then a song for old Yale, boys, Ate. 

Let us sing while wo may fur the hours are fleeting bat, 
Twill be time euougb for sighing when we sing 'farewell' at last ; 
Oh I then gaily and freely let mirth and bliss abound. 
And each day as it passes with wreaths of joy be crowned. 
Then a song for old Yale, boys, &c. 



BY P. H. FIKCH, '49. 

Air — " CramhanthitU." 
Linonia, the wreaths of glory 

Sit lightly on thy peerless brow ; 
With graceful song, at>d thrilling story, 

Thy name and praise are woven now. 
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Then brothers, let the loud huzza 
Re-echo for Linonia ! « 

Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

From northern rock and southern valley. 

From crystal lake and prairie land. 
Her children, at her summons, rally 
And gather round her, hand in hand. 
Then let it ring — the loud huzza. 
For gallant, gay Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

On Senate floor and field of battle, 

Her sons have struck the patriot's blow ; 
Nor foreign threat, nor musket rattle. 
Could bend their noble spirits low. 
Then proudly shout huzza, huzza ! 
Our hearts are thine, Linonia : 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Her ancient halls have ofl resounded 

With shout and song of victory : 
By warm and fearless hearts surrounded, 
Her banners all wave merrily. 

Then onward, all ! huzza, huzza ! 
Fight bravely for Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Along the patient path of duty, 

Her voice shall cheer our weary way ; 
Beneath the trustful smile of beauty, 
Our thoughts to her shall oflen stray ; 
And ere our children lisp '* mamma," 
We'll make them sing Linonia, 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Then brothers, let the swelling chorus 

Our mingled pride and joy proclaim ; 
Linonia's shield is blazing o'er us. 
It lights the winding path of fame. 

Then let it ring — ^the proud huzza ! 
Three cheers for brave Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia— Linonia ! 
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OLD YALE. 

BY J. K. LOMBARD, '54. 

AiK.— " The Brave Old Oak.'' 

A song for old Yale, for brave old Yale, 

Who hath stood in her glory long, — 
Here's honor and iame to her reverend name 

And the memories that round it throng. 
There's a thrill in the word which the heart hath stirred. 

Though breathed in a maiden's sigh, 
But as wild, on the gale rings the rally of * Yale,' 

And stern, as a battle-cry. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have fiown. 

In the days of old, when our fathers bold 

To the hills and the forests came — 
At their altar-fires kindled high desires 

In a pure and holy flame. 
'Mid the towering wood like a stripling stood. 

Now so hearty and strong and hale. 
Where for ages shall stand as the pride of the land, 

And guardian of liberty, — Yale. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree. 

When a thousand years have flown. 

In the soft Southern clime and the Arctic rime, 

By river and valley and dell, 
Where wanderers roam and man finds a home. 

There her myriad offspring dwell ; 
And the chorus of praise which together they raise 

Comes sounding from mountain and vale, — 
" Till life's sun is set we will never forget 

But honor and cherish old Yale." 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree. 

When a thousand years have flown. 
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OPENING SONG. 

Sung at the Anniyersasy of the Brothers in Unity, Yale College, Aug. 14, 1850. 

BY N. W. T. ROOT, '52. 

A IK — " CraTTtbambuliT* 

Once more again we come, each other greeting, 

Within this consecrated hall, 
The eld and young together meeting. 
Though sires and sons^ yet Brothers all ; 
For though in age there difference her 
In one respect alike are we — 
As Brothers all in Unity, 
Once more we come. 

To celebrate this Birth-day of our Mother's,- 

Her thousand children gladly come, 
Yet we alone gfall the rest, are Brothers, 
And here we sing our welcome home. 
For though we all her children be,. 
From all the rest yet differ we, 
As Brothers all in Unity, 
Once more we oome. 

Then, Brothers, let us all unite in singing, 
With hearts and voices firm and strong ; 
Of Memories each a grateful tribute bringing^ 
To swell with joy, our cheerful song. 
And this alone our chorus be — 
All hail our old Fraternity ! 
Hail, Brothers all in Unity ! 
Once more all hail. 



•^—•^ 



SMOKING SONG. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Air — ** Sparkling and Bright,*' 

Floating away like the fountains' spray, 

Or the snoW'White plume of a maiden, 
The smoke-wreaths rise to the star-lit skies, 
With blissful fragrance laden. 

Then smoke away till a golden ray 

Lights up the dawn of the piorrow. 
For a cheerful cigar, like a shield, will bar 
The blows of care and sorrow. 
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The leaf burns bright, like the gems of light, 

That flash in the braids of Beauty, 
It nerves each heart for the heroes part, 

On the battle-plain of duty. 

In the thoughtful gloom of his darkened room, 

Sits the child of song and story, 
But his heart is light, for his pipe beams bright, 

And his dreams are all of gloiy. 

By the blazing fire sits the gray-haired sire, 

And infant arms surround him ; 
And he smiles on all in that quaint old hall, 

While the smoke-curls float around him. 

In the forests grand of our native land, 

When the savage conflict 's ended. 
The *' Pipe of Peace " brought a sweet release 

From toil and terror blended. 

The dark-eyed train of the maids of Spain, 

'Neath their arbor shades trips lightly. 
And a gleaming cigar, like a new-bom star, 

In the clasp of their lips burns brightly. 

It warms the soul, like the blushing bowl. 

With its rose-red burden streaming. 
And drowns it in bliss, like the first warm kiss 

From the lips with love-buds teeming. 



^—■^ 



THE SONG OF THE PUMP. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Put your clumsy pitcher 

Where the stream will strike it! 
Cracked and roughly rounded — 

You are green to like it ! 
Work my handle smoothly ; 

Not with such a thump, sir ! 
Raise the water gently : 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Some brass-buttoned Yankee—*- 
So the Seniors tell me— 

Sets a chain a-whirling. 
Thinking to excel me. 



But it 'sal) a humbug: 
Hit the thing a thump, sir I 

Darn these new inventions : 
I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Yeara ago the Freshman 

Jjovnd but books and water ; 
JVow he fancies sherry, 

Courts the widow's daughter. 
Push aside his ringlets 

Feel that amorous bump, sir : 
Hang such lender boobies! 

I'm the College Pump, sir I 

Once the jolly Soph'more 

Set my spout a'l'unning 
On a s(|uirn]iiig tattler ; 

Now he stoops to punning : 
Lines with guns the chapel, 

Gives the Prof, a thump, sir ! 
But, amid these changes, 

Pm the College Pump, sir 1 

Years ago the Junior, 

Up at earliest malin, 
Mode me spout pure \rater ; 

Now he spouts hog-latin ; 
Wears assassin collars, 

Turns up jack for trump, sir. 
Shuns me, but — what of it '. — 

Pm the College Pump, sir ! 

Once the Senior loved me, 

Now hia passion varies 
From " Grove Hall " and Doras, 

To " York Square" and Marys. 
Now he seeks the ball-room, 

Wriggles on the " stump," sir ; 
He's a brainless fopling, 

Pm the College Pnnip, sir ! 

Fill your clumsy pitcher : 

Slop that horrid grinning ; 
Smiles from modem students 

Are not worth the winning I 
Move the handle, lightly; 

Not with jar^and thump, sir : 
Fool — take off your beaver I 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 
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• THE SONG OF SIGHS. 


From the Yale 


Literary Magazine. 


One poor unfortunate 


Sisterly, motherly, 


Sophomore wight. 


Fatherly, brotherly, j 


Rash and importunate 


Ties are estranged. 


Gone to recite ! 


Thou, in thine eminence 1 




Heedless of Providence, ! 


Fizzle him tenderly. 


Tutor deranged. 


Bore him with care, — 




Fitted so slenderljr, — 


Not by lamps quivering. 


Tutor beware ! 


In the night shivering, 


# 


Standeth the wight, — 


See his lip quiyering. 


In garret or basement. 


See his lynbs shiyering. 


By window and casement. 


While the sweat constantly 


With fear and amazement. 


Falls on his clothing ; 


Mourning his plight. 


Question him patiently. 




Loying, not loathing. 


Not the bleak winds of March 




Set him trembling and shaking, 


Frown not so scornfully — 


Neither tempest nor night 


Speak to him mournfully. 


Could thus urge him to quaking. 


Not so reprovingly. 




Mark that surprise of his. 


Vacantly staring, 


See those sad eyes of his 


Gone to a surety, — 


Glancing so lovingly. 


Vanished his daring. 




Nought left but despairing. 


Make no deep scrutiny, 


Awful fiitunty ! 


Stir up no mutiny. 




Wild and unfortunate, — 


Flunking so glcomUy, 


Hear his excuses, 


Crushed by contumely 


Tou cannot refuse his 


And inhumanity. 


Pleadings importunate. 


Burning insanity. 




Firing his look. 


Ha ! that fast slip of his 


See his hands humbly. 


Makes him look tearfolly, — 


Convulsively, numbly. 


See that poor lip of his 


Clasping his book. 


Bitten so fearfully ! 






Maddened by History, 


Alas ! for the rarity 


Glad from Greek mystery 


Of tutoric charity 


Soon to be whirled, 


Under the sun ; 


Anywhere, anywhere. 


it is pitiful 


Out of the world. 


Painfully pitifiil, — 


■ 


Friend he has none. 
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HYMN. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49, 

Tune — ^^ Lenox.* 

Beneath these sacred shades, 
Long-severed hearts unite : 
The tempting Future fades, 
The Past alone seems bright. 
O'er sultry clime 
And stormy zone 
Rings clear the tdne 
Of Memry's chime. 

We come to tread once more 
The paths of earlier days. 
To count our blessings o'er. 
And mingle prayer and praise ; 
For Mercy's hand. 
From skies of blue. 
Hath linked anew 
Each broken band. 

We come ere Life departs. 

Ere winged Death appears. 
To throng our joyous hearts, 
With dreams of sunnier years : 
To meet once more 
Where pleasure sprang, 
And arches rang 
With songs of yore. 

Not all, not all are here : 

Some sleep 'neath funeral flowers. 
Where falls the mourner's tear, 
And weep the evening showers. 
Yet, thankfully, 
Let every heart 
Its love impart 
To Him on high. 
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SONG. 
BY H. M. COLTON, '48. 

Air — " Auld Lang Sync," 

Should those old times be e'er forgot, 

So mellow and so hale. 
Those good old times, those grand old times 

We passed at Yale ; 
When, in youth's fiery blood, we felt 

So happy and so fine ? — 
Come ! make your memories green again, 

For days o' lang syne ! 
For days o' lang syne, my friends. 

For days o' lang syne ; 
Come make your memories green again, 

For days o' lang syne. 

We've come, a host, each from his post. 

From pulpit and from bar ; 
From skillful tending of disease. 

And field of war ; 
From hardy traffic on the land, 

And commerce on the brine, 
To greet old Yale with kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, my, friends, &c. 

We all have wrought in mines of thought, 

And brought up various ore ; 
But many a mate has met his fate 

That sate with us of yore ; 
Should these old comrades be forgot 

Who thus do pale and pine ? — 
We'll think of them with kindness yet. 

For days o' lang syne. 

For days o' lang syne, good friends, 6lc, 

And we — frail remnant, large or small. 

Of bands that once were one ; 
We, too. must pass each in his place, 

Till all are gone. 
Then, there 's a hand — let each one say — 

And gi' us a hand o' thine ; 
And we'll take a right good hearty shake, 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, old mates, &c. 
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And though Time's frost be on our heads, 

And his cold within our bones ; 
And our hearts' lone chambers echo not 

To other tones ! 
Yet ring we out in final shout 

This old and hearty line ; 
For th' oldest here is young enough 
For auid lang syne ; 

For auid lang syne, good sirs, 

For auid lang syne, 
For the oldest here is young enough 
For auid lang syne. 



SONG. 

BY F. H. FINCH, '49. 

Air — " Sparkling and bright.*^ 

Gather ye smiles from the ocean isles. 

Warm hearts from river and fountain, 
A playful chime from the palm tree clime, 
From the land of rock and mountain ; 
And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us. 
And ^rand and hale are the elms of Yale, 
Like Others, bending o'er us. 

Summon our band from the prairie land. 
From the granite hills, dark frowning, 
From the lakelet blue and the black bayou. 
From the snows our pine peaks crowning ; 
And pour the song in joy along, 

For the hours are bright before us. 
And grand and hale are the towers of Yale, 
Like giants, watching o'er us. 

Count not the tears of the long gone years. 
With their moments of pain and sorrow. 
But laugh in the light of their memories bright. 
And treasure them all for the morrow. 
Then roll the song in waves along, 

While the hours are bright before us, 
And high and hale are the spires of Yale, 
Like guardians towering o'er us. 

Dream of the days when the rainbow rays 
Of Hope, on our hearts fell lightly. 

And each fair hour some cheerful flower 
In our pathway blossomed brightly ; 
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And pour the song in joy along 

Ere the moments fly before us, 
While portly and hale the sires of Yale 

Are kindly gazing o'er us. 

Linger again in memory's glen, 

'Mid the tendrilled vines of feeling, 
Till a voice or a sigh floats softly by. 
Once more to the glad heart stealing ; 
And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And in cottage and vale are the brides of Yale* 
Like angels, watching o'er us. 

Clasp ye the hand 'neath the arches grand 

That with garlands span our greeting, 
With a silent prayer that an hour as fair 
May smile on each after meeting ; 
And long may the song, the joyous song 

Roll on in the hours before us, 
And grand and hale may the elms of Yale 
For many a year bend o'er us. 



^» ♦ ■» 



RE-UNION SONG ; CLASS OF '52. 

BY C. D« HBLMBB. 

AiR—^'NeUy Bly.'' 

Three summers gay have rolled away, 
Three summers robed in green ; 
Three winters white with snowy light 
Have brightly dropped between, — 
Since here we stood, a parting band. 
With farewells on the tongue, 
And long we held each other's hand- 
Together fondly clung. 
Chorus — Hi Brothers ! Ho Brothers ! 

Sadly parting then ; — 
The years have gone, like mist at dawn, 

And here we meet again, 

This happy year we now appear. 
With wives and dearest maids,— 
Our love renew for "52" 
Amid these sacred shades. 
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By night and day we've sought thb hour * • 

In dreams and fond desires, 
Nor may one cloud upon us lower 
To dim our Friendship's fires. 

(Chorus.) 

Within this place each well-known fiice 
Returns to glad our hearts, 
And eyery soul upon our roll 
His share of joy imparts. 
From North and South, from West and East, 
From mountain, plain and vale, 
We come to Mem'ry's golden feast 
Amid the shades of Yale. 

(Chorus.) 

Now welcome each with friendly speech, 

And all the beakers drain, — 

The sounding song with joy prolong, 

And swell the gladsome strain. 

Forever may the golden chain 

Of love our spirits bind. 

Nor e'er on earth be rent in twain — 

Immortal as the mind. 

(CJiorus.) 

Our hopes are bright as starry night. 
Our iiaith and courage true ; 
We hand in hand will ever stand — 
Fraternal " '52," 
Amid the swiftly rolling years, 
Amid the storms of life. 
United thus we scorn all fears, 
And dare the fiercest strife. 

(Chorus.) 

Then let each shout ring bravely out, 
And wake the passing hours ; 
Let every joy, without alloy. 
This festal eve be ours. 
And let the rolling echoes rise 
Upon their airy wings. 
Until the chorus strikes the skies. 
And through its arches rings. 
Chorus — Hi Brothers ! Ho Brothers ! 

Parting sadly then ; 
The years have gone like mist at dawn. 

And here we meet again. 



BIENNIAL SONGS. 

EXAMINATION SONG. 
m w. w. csAPO, '62. 

The ttir ia hot, the sun shinea bright. 

And duHty is the ground : 
The world without moves on to-day, 

With & dull and careless sound ; 
But naught care we for the duat or heat, 

The grouQd xvhelher hard or soft, 
For this is a snug cool place of ours 

Within the chapel loft. 

So write away, my merry men, 

Wbils passing moments fly, 
And let each goose-quill moving on 

In struggling contest vie ; 
So work away, my ftmny friends, 

Nor stop to joke and laugh, 
For (his is precious time, my boys. 

Two hours and a half. 

They've built for us a noble hall. 

Up six long flights of stairs. 
And made us feci ourselves at home 

With tables and wiili chairs. 
We like the place so very well 

We never go without. 
And haTB a man of mighty limb 

To keep the vulgar out. 

Huk I fellows, it is half paat ten, 

And so our work is done ; 
"Tia pretty sport, suppose we atop 

Two minutes more for fun. 
If ever they should turn me out. 

Ai others they have done. 
Now hang me, but I mean to have 

.. — ■ ' " of mj ovm. 
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SONG. 

BY B. K. PHELPS, '53. 

Air — " Sparkling and bright.'^ 

Happy and gay are our hearts to-day, 
And our foot-steps fall full lightly ; 
For biennial bore is now no more, 
And junior hopes shine brightly. 

Then loud prolong the joyous song, 

In a hearty swelling chorus — 

For the sunlight clear of our junior year 

Is gleaming bright before us. 

How much helped us the equulus, 
That we brought in our pockets slyly ; 
While with jealous care we escaped the stare 
Of the tutors gaze so wily. 

See the down-cast air, and the blank despair. 
That sits on each Soph'more feature, 
As his bleared eyes gleam o'er that horrid scheme ! 
He's sure a wretched creature. 

Tet there still remains in all his pains, 
One drop of consolation ; — 
He heeds not the knell of the morning bell. 
That wakes the college nation. 

The Rubicon passed, we look back at last 
O'er our two years thronged with pleasures, — 
Tet a tear will fall as we pace the hall 
Where mem'ry hoards her treasures. 

But the days to come in our college home, 
Are full of joy and glory, 
And Fifty -Three for aye shall be 
The theme of many a story. 

Then three loud cheers for the pleasant years 
That await us still in college, 
And nine for the Class which none may surpass 
For freedom, fun, or knowledge. 



SONG. 
AiB — " Benny Havens O." 

ISAAC R. CLARK, '55. 

Come, classmates, gather round ua now, 

And swell our joyous song ; 
Let care be banished from each brow, 

While time speeds swiit aloiic. 
We're through llie loila of Soph'more year, 

We've piissed the Rubicon, 
There's nothing: left to give us fear, 
Biennial is done ! 

Biennial is done. 
Biennial is done, 
There's nothing left to give UB fear, 
Biennial is done I 

The years to come may bring sad care — 

Let come when come it may — 
To-day the sky above is tair, 

So now let all be gay ; 
And when the clouds shall come at last, 

As come full sure ihey will. 
We'll think of all our pleasures past. 

And so be happy still ! 

And so be bappj still, &c> 

Two years bave gone since first we met, 

In friendship firm we're bound ; 
In those to come we'll ue*er forget 

The friends that now are lound. 
So pledging here -with heart and band. 

Together still to strive, 
W« mest a happy, loving band — 

The Class of Fifty-Fiy* ! 

The Class of Fif^-Five, &c. 
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SONG. 

AiK— '' Cocaekehmk." 

Tell me not in nioiinifiil nombere, 

Of long nights of weary toil ; 
Broken and uneasj slumbers 

And the wasting ** midnight oiL" 
Chorus — Cocachelunk chelunk ehelalj, 
Cocachelunk chelunk chela, 
j j Cocachelunk chelunk cheh^, 

I ; Hi ! O, ehickachelunk chela ! 



I 






Tell roe not of unshorn whbkers 
Of each gloomy Sophomore, 

Contemplating Sophroniscus^ 
Cramming Euclid o'er and o'er. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, dsc 

Tell me not of old AlcesUs^ 
How she carried on of yore ; 

She forerer now at rest is. 
Though she was a precious bore. 
CAorif*— Cocachelunk, &c. 

Tell me not of fearful pleasures 

In the new Alumni Hall, 
How the tutors brought forth treasures. 

Hidden till Biennial. 

CAorutf— Cocachelunk, d^. 

For Biennials are fleeting, 

And oar hearts are stout and brave, ; 
And to-day together meeting 

Sing we o'er our tyrant's grave. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, dDc. 

But we did not wander blindly 
Through our Latin and our Greek ; 

Let us think a moment kindly 
Of ovr quadrupeds so sleek. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, dsc. 



Through our labora swift thcj bore us, 
("BorB us," not as tutors Jo,) 

Singing here to-day our chofua, 
Think we of our ponies loo. 
Chonix — Cocachelunk, &c. 

Bui our crAtnining dftys are over. 
Gone are BaHnu, BueHd,—tM ; 

From I hut dread Biennial. 
Chorus — Cociichelunk, &c. 

Bright the skf is beaming o'er ua, 
Fresh and Soph'more years are o'er ; 

Juniors, join io singing chorus, 
Sing, " Biennials are a bore !" 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c 



DOXOLOax. 

ToNK— '* Old Hundred." 

BienniaU are a bore — ore — ore— 
Biennials are a 6arc— ore — ore — 

BiBNNIALS AKB A BOBE ORE OBK — 

BIENNIALS ARE A BORE— ORE-«R£ r 



BOAT ROttOB 



BOAT SONGS. 



BT L. L. D. '51. 

Air—" Unde Ned." 

Bowsmsn I push her from the ihore I 
Take the boat-hook, not aa oar ! 
Coil the painter on the floor, 

In the bow I 
Take your places I peak I let lall ! 
Ready I hear the captain's cal) I 
Follow stroke, uid give way all, 

Bravely now ! 

la n't this most splendid weather! — 
Second starboard, mind your feather! 
Pull a little more together 

On the "port I" 
Catch a " cancer" if you dare, 
And of "swallowi" too, beware ; 
Fifteen minutes and we're there, 

At the Fort ! 



" Like a thing of lifu" our craft 

Promenades ; 
See how brightly glows the west ! 
How it gilds the ocean's breast ! 
One — two — three — four — five — six — rest ! 

Jolly blades ! 

Now comrades, rsise the strain. 
And let no man retrain, 
Though he Diay not quite attain 

To the (line ; 
While ihe insects phoaphoresceol 
In the ripples shine incessant. 
And above us beams the crescent 

Wthemooo. 



B O A T 8 O N G R . *jr> 



I 
j ', 



When in after years we're liarborecl, 
With an infant on our larboard 
Knee, and silling at our starboard 

Side a wife ; 
As within our *' clinker" cottage 
We devour our homely pottage, 
Gliding calmly towards the dotage 

Of our life. 

Then the rising generation 
Wo will tell with exultation 
How with keen exhilaration, 

Long ago, 
Many puns we perpetrated, 
And our songs reiterated, 
And the mermaids fascinated, 

Down below. 



I 

' I 



I ' 

1 Hnw with Ironn ay hilumfinn < 

I ■ 



i# — 



ATALANTA BOAT SOXG. 

BY A. UIOELOW, '52. 

Air — *• Blue Juniata,^' 

Proud rides our bonny bark, 

Bold Atalanta ! 
Storm, rock and ocean surge 

May try in vain to daunt her ; 
Swift as the desert steed, 

O'er the wave tops going, 
Pull boys ! away we dart, 

With lusty sinews rowing I 

Come join a jovial song, 

Gav Atalanta ! 
O'er any craft afloat 

Fearlessly vaunt her ! 
True as an arrow's flight, 

Onward advancing. 
Yet ever gaily o'er 

The heaving billows dancing. 

Oh ! we're a jolly crew ! 
i I Shout — Atalanta ! 

Let every heart and voice 

Triumphant praises grant her I 
Yes, let the echoes 'round 

Join with us to vaunt her ; 
Shout now, in chorus — hip. 
Hurrah ! for atalakta I 
4 



I 
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SHAWMIIT BOAT SONG. 


% 


Written duticg tlia Regatta at Lata Wianipem^e. in Aug., 1652. 




BY A. K. K«NT, '53. 


- 


Air—" Sparkling and bright," 




Lightly afloat swims our gallant boat, 

And sways lo the heaving billow. 
As the cradled child, in his slumbers mild. 
Is lulled on bis infant pillow. 

Till we dash away through ihe foaming spray. 

And bound o'er the billows lightly. 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the water brightly. 


^ 


The billows amote by the stalwart stroke. 

To a thousand spray-drops frittered. 

Heaps to the light, more dazzling bright, 

Than the crest of Neptune glittered. 

As we dash away through the foaming spray, 
And bound o'er the billows lightly, 

Where the quivering gleam of the bright aun-beam, 
Fai' away gilds the waters brightly. 


. J 


As we toss the spray, on our lightning way 
Far backward the water gleametb, 

As (he flashing braid of the fair mermaid 
Down her Ibann white boaotn sireameth. 
Aa, &c. 




When the waters rise to the bending skies 

In a thousand summits round us, 
Where tho bright lake srailes, 'raid ita ihousaods isles, 
A thousand joys surround us ; 
As. &c. 
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BURIAL OF EUCLID SONGS. 



INTRODUCTORY ODE. 

ANONYMOUS, '53. 

TuNB — " Gaudeamu^ igiiur,^ 



Fundite nunc lacrjmas 
Plorate Yalenses, — 
Euclid rapuerunt fata 
Membra et ejus inhumata 
Linquimus tres menses. 

Salvete vos. Sophomores, 
Fortes et audaces, — 

Sidera clarissima, 

Fulmina dirissima, 
Portantesque faces. 

Vivat quisquis hue adest 
Auditum Sermones, — 
Salvete vos Seniores 
Salveteque Juniores — 
Salvete Tirones. 



Surgite nunc, Liquid!, 

Carmen et cantemus,— 
Fratres adhuc fuimus, 
Fratres semper erimus, 
Vitam dum habemus. 

Omnes Praeses expellat, 
Facultas mlnetur, — 

Nobis lamen fortiter 

Funeri portabitur 
Euclid, et condetur. 

Nullus non deficiat 
Funeri qui venit ; 
Semper umnis et mens 
Quatuor et obtinens, 
Attagenae ccsnat. 



:i 
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BY HOWAKEYOUNOW, '55, 

AiB — 0, pueri me longumferte .'" 

Oh ! carry him off ! 
Old Euclid 's dead and gone. 
He 'b gone to ream in Pluto's home. 
The place where he was born : 
He 's worked Jnna on the earth 
Away from friends and kin, 
And many aa hour beneath hia power, 
We lucklesB wigh have been. 
I Oh, Sophs, carry him off! 



! 



Bury him low in the ground ! 
Hip days are o'er, and now tw nwre 
Our wits will he confound I 

Oh, carry him off! 
No moi'e through dreary snow. 
Before the dawn of wintry morn, 
Must we to hear him go ; 
And ihere, numb with the cold, 
'Mid fiimes of smoke and oil, 
Reductio ud absw dum, tih ! 
Elucidate with toil. 

Oh, carry him off! 

No moyr nlirn !i<im(^ we go, 

At midnight hour, from " fiither Lake's," 

Shall he his visage show, 

To check «nd to destroy, 

With theorems hard and dry. 

The glowing cheer of Lager Beer, 

Which " father's " vats supply. 

Oh, carry him off! 

His limbs are stiff and cold. 

His eye U dull, his voice \» still. 

And death his fi-aiure enfold ; 

So now biing lum along 

And there in Tutors Lane, 

Where Tuiois oft have breathed their last, 

We'll let the bo({y remain. 




SONGS OF THE SPOON. 



THE WOODEN SPOON. 

AUTHOR UNKNOWN* 

Am—" Auld Lang Syne,^^ 

When first the Fresh to College hies, 

His leisure time to spend, 
He wears away his sleepless eyes, 

High scholarship his end ; 
But soon he finds that few attain » 

That much desired boon, 
And with all effort seeks to gain 
The &r- famed wooden spoon. 

Then loudly sing, each son of Yale, 

This worthy, honored boon. 
He who attempts will rarely fkil 
To gain the wooden spoon. 

When in his chamber lone and drear, 

He wastes the midnight oil. 
He fears not, nor has cause to fear 

That he shall lose his toil. 
For visions bright flit round his head, 

And Hope, appearing soon, 
High o'er the curtains of his bed 

Displays the wooden spoon. 

'Tis this supports him when despair 

Else would oppress him sore ; 
'Tis this which drives away his care, 

And bids him fear no more. 
When Horace frets and Euclid bores 

Each luckless tutored loon — 
He o'er his lesson dreaming, snores, 

And views the wooden spoon. 

And when appointments do appear, 

He can exulting say, 
With gladsome heart I now may cheer 

O'er my success to-day. 
I once to Yale a Presh did come. 

But now a jolly Ji/ne, 
Returning to my distant home, 

I bear the wooden spoon. 



^k.kd<feMbilMMaMi*M.IMlikia 



Air — " Yankee Doodle." 
Come, Juniors, join this jolly tune 

Our fathers suiii; before us ; 

And praise aloud the wooden spoon 

In one long swelling chorus. 

Yes ! let us. Juniors, shout and sing. 

The spooD and all its gloty, — 
Vmil lh(i welkin loudly ring 
And echo back the story. 

Who would not place this precious boon 

Above the Greek Oration 1 
Who would not choose the wooden spoon 

Before a Dissertation 7 
Then let, &c. 

Some pore o'er classic works jejune, 
Through all their life at College — 

I would not pour, but use ibe spoon 
To fill my mind with knowledge. 
So let, &o. 

And if I ever have a son 

Upon my knee to dandle, 
I'll feed him with a wooden spoon 

Of elongated handle. 
Then let, &c. 

Most college honors vanish soon, 

AlasI returning never. 
But such a noble wooden spoon 

Is tangible forever. 
So let, &c. 

Nowjgive, in honor of the spoon, 
Three cheers, long, loud and hearty, 

And three for every honored June 
In coch-le-au-re-a-ti. 
Yes let, &c. 



Air — " Benny Havenn O." 

I 
Come all ye jolly Juniors, and sland up in a row, i 

For singing sentimentally we're going for to go, | 

We care not for appointmejits for morning night or noon, ] 

We're singing loud the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon, 

The jolly Wooden Spoon ! 

The jolly Wooden Spoon! 
We're singing loud the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon. ! 

To die fearlul Fre«bmen we would sing, who sit so &r behind, — 
Oh 1 dare not gaze upon the spoon lest you be stricken blind ! 
Look forward tor a year or so, you will be Soph'mores soon, 
And Sophomore Biennial decides the Wooden Spoon, 
Decides the Wooden Spoon, &c. 

What adds to our enjoyment, our pride and glory too. 
Is that BO many ladies fair are present to our view, | 

We thank them for their favor, — it is a. mighty boon : 
We sing as well their praises as the glories of the Spoon t 
The glories of the Spoon, &c. 

But one short year remains to us and we'll be here no more. 
So if you think of husbiinds f.'om tho Class of Fifty Four, 
You must, sweet ladies, be on band, you cannot be too soon ; 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

The man who has the Spoon ! 

The mau who has the Spoon ! 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

And Soph'mores, remember well, on you our mantle fells — 
'Tis yours to stand, in fifty-four, within these hallowed walls ! 
Among you, though you know bim not, there stands an embro 

Whose name, upon the Tutor's books, is writ against the Spoon ! ' 
Is writ against the Spoon ( &c. 

Oh ! now you Greek Oration man, we see your curious look ; 
And those two Philosophicals with jealousy are strook ; 
For cochleaureati but join in this our tune. 
And raise on high the glories of the jolly Wooden Spoon ! 
The jolly Wooden Spoon ! &c. 



■ 

PRESKNTATION SONGS. 


i 


^^ I! 


j AMO, 


A MAS. ! ! 


' BK JOSRPHUS, '50. j 


A mo, Anias, 


Go it a paiTum stronger. 


I love ihe class 


Ilcrum corum, &o. 


Of eighteen hiindrRd and fifty ; 




Old Yale's the place 


There's mullus fun 


In her nominative case 


In being done 


Where stuilenla gvu"' 30 thrifty . 


One side et turned over. 


Rorum coram, sunt divorum, 


Sed plus, I vow. 


Haram scarum dtvo ; 


Indiscenshow 


I Tag rag, merry derry, hi cock-o- 


Esse a mendai lover. 




Horum corum, &c. 


Rigdum hitty mitly kimu. 






Bt meus booU 


Can I decline 


Facli by Lutz 


i Nymphae divine 1 


They're both tight and slender ; 


! Aa in New Haven city 


Et meus club, 


Their ocuH bright. 


Yale Ego dub 


Their mania while 


Is my Faith's defender. 


; Their irangi pccti pity. 


Horum corum, &c. 


Hotumcorum, &c. 




! 


Omne bene. 


Oh how bella 


Sine paene. 


1 Is my collar ! 


Tempus est ludendi : 


1 Quite super are my aures ! 


V'enil hora, 


i Ifl have luck, sir. 


Absque mora. 


I'm a buck, sir, 


Libros depotiendi. 


1 At the Prei's soirees. 


Hoium corum, &c. 


1 Horum corum, &c. 






Unus cigar. 


Si I could stay 


And none to spare, 


Circum this way 


Promptus for a treat, sir, 


But just one annus longer, — 


Alumni young, 


\ Foite I could, 


Life just begun, 


, Credo I should, 


Cornu cant be boat, sir. 


1 
1 
1 

1 


Horum corum, &c. 





Air — " Okf I am a merry valor lad." 

Oh ! we are happy aons of Yale 

With hearts both Hght and free, 
We lovo her honored classic name, 

But more one good A. B. 
Hurrah hurrah! hurrah! 
We love, we love, we love Old Honored Y&le, 
We lo»e, &o. 

But now we're through, hurrah ! hurrah ! 

To smoke we're sealed here ; 
Oh ! let it be the pipe of peace, 

And keep our tnetn'ries dear — 
Hurrah! hurrah! &c,' 

Pour fleeting years theae elms have waved 

O'er many a happy heart ; 
Like lov'd companions, they are dear. 

But now, old Elma, we part ! 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! itc. 

Bright eyes have onon o'er us beamed, 

And beauty's radiant smile ; 
In dreams those «yea will yet be near. 
And many a care beguile. 
Hurrah! hurrah! d:c. 
We love, we love those stars that o'er us shine, 
We love, we lore those eyes that are divine ! 

Though we may wander far away, 

In foreign lands may roam 
Our hearts will travel back again 

To Ihis our four years' home. 
Farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 
Wo love, &c. 



PBXaSITTATIUH 



ALMA MATER. 

Air — » Old North Star." 

Alma Mater ! Alma MMer ! Heaven's blessing attend the?, 
While we live we will cherish, protect, and defend ihee; 
Thy sons, dear nid Yale, sing in loud, thriillDg chorua, 
While we think of ihy great men who've been hero before at 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater, forever. 

Hurrah! hurrah! Alma frtater, forever. 

Alma Mater I Alma Mater I we ne'er shall forget thee. 
Embalmed in the ahrine of our hearts have we set thee ; 
Thou haven of reel in life's tempest -torn ocean. 
Where calmly we rode in youth's wildest commotion. 
Hurrah ! fee. 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! walch o'er our last parting. 
Wipe away those sad tears that too soon may be starting ; 
Whisper thou o'er our doubts, " Duty calls you, be brave. 
Truth's soldiers are fainting, go, succor and save. 

Be brave — be true — your country will love you, 
Be right, — your might in God above you." 

Ahna Mater I Alma Mater ! we'll bring to thy shrine, 
Our first fruits of Fame, let the offering be thine ; 
You trained our young minds, and you taught us 'o think, 
Prom thy classic fountains, rich draughts did we drink. 
Hurrah! hurrah! &c. 



Alma Mater ! Alma Maior ! ere we visit thee more 
These elms may be falling, all mosa-covered o'er ; 
Yet we'll tread thy old halls, though with ag'd footfall creeping. 
Their echoes shall wake joys that only were sleeping. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! &c 



pskbe:(ta 



SONG. 

AiH — '■ Yankee Doodle." 

The Senior class have been around 

A-cramuiing lor Biennial ; 
And sober Prola, ibe raoSt profoand, 
Revieweii the ceremonial. 

CAortM.— Flii .-.- .■:i I l'.z/.V:^ led the way, 
[■; -■ . ■ -.,. ■■;. ; 
Flunks and tizzies led Ibo day, 
or rushes we were chary. 

The Pro& were busy watching sleeTea, 

And looking for the " ponies," 
But ihruugh the cracks came up the learea 

From -ce liar-bidden cronies. 

Chonii — Flunks and fizzles led, &c. 

We newly illustrated laws, 

Of chentic combination. 
Splurged on the Megalonyi jaws. 

And earth's great alteration. 

Chorus — Flunks and fizzles led, 4ec 

The corporation are amazed, 

To Bee our wondrous knowledge. 

And lest with leaniing *e be crazed, 
They send u= out of College. 

Chonu — Flunks and fizzles led, &c 

Then shout aloud, ye Seniors wise, 

And let the cheer re-echo — 
We've done with cramming books and pies, 
And taken to tobacco. 

Chant* — Pipes and dudheens lead the day. 
Cramming's ordinary ; 
Pipes and dudheens led the day. 
Of smoking we're not chary. 




Am — " Fete Oat/s." 

We'rti )[oin{; frnm t)iiii CuUegn home, 

In a low dsyii — few duyn, 
And forth into tho world to roam. 

As we pRsi away. 
But nro we go we'll sing thia aong, 

Few diiys— few diij'«. 
And irink« old Yule ivmcmbnr long, 
Who now iiQHH away. 

C/iorw*— For imt into thu " wide — wide" — 
In a r«w duVB — fnw days, — 
Oul Into thu w.rie— wido— 

We'll all giakfiaway. 
Can't stay in this College homo 

No more — no more— 
Can't alay much longer here — 
We'll alt iittBs away. 
Wg had a jolly Sopli Pow-wnw, 
Ofa few dnyit— a few days— 
And buried Euclid in a row, 
, As WB passed away. 
They made the Maine Law .luDJur Year, 

For a few days — a few day»i 
But failed to banish Lager Bier, 
Ere we pas sod away. 

ChoTvt — For oul into the " wide — wide," •Sto- 
The siege in yon Alumni Hall, 
Ofa fewdayn— afaw days, 
Was mighty wondrous to m all. 

Ere wo pa«sBd nwiiy. 
Righl minded seniors skinned in stale, 

For B few days — a few days, 
Convinced, but didn't demoimtrate. 
As thoy passed away. 

Chorus — Far out into the " wiiln — wide," Sir.. 
And soon we'll jng along in life, 

In a few days — a few days. 
To seek for fortune, fume and wife, 

Wheu we pass away. 
We'll lay asidn our Collego cares, 

In a few days — a lew jays. 
While future seniors go to prayers, 
And can't stay away. 
C^nij^For oul into the " wide— wldu," &tc. 



\ 



SON(i. 
Am ■" l>riiii-nl Miiii," 
" l^rncltH niirilmwiii"." ri Blurv wm r.-lnl", 
Tlint liii))|H4ii«tl ill ilio (litv I'l'ilu' VV li<ii.iiiilttM<K Hlittx, 

TwttH ill lllll lllff ilil'ILIlilll llllll TIIIM lillirl Wll <luK uvvitv, 

We ulwayii wi)rl<i«il ihii liiinlcir wli>'ii ilir^ |Hiiiii-H cnniit III \thy, 
tUtiiruH — till! iiii^lity lii'iiit, 

'I'iiy vij[iii> ili'l'ni Hiii'iiiiHH 

'I'll" " ■linRiiiK llirmiHli" mill "(iniiiiiiiiiig" toii, 

(IJ'nil tlii> H.'iii..r('liiHn. 
Oncti IKlriy in nml Himir-il, nii]i|iiiH» iin m (nir " nIiuiiIh," 
With " lumimiilivti" imti'T", iii wkII Urn <;a<»\ iUiiiiimIn, 
For an^fV'iiily " ['liiilli,"it[i<l IhIn nriiml ir nniilH, 
To (Iniiii Hint ruin oiiti'M iiliiiiiliiiK liy lli" iiiii>iiiki<jiiiiii[ iiI' nlntiilN. 

i.'hiiruii — Oil I iiilKlity limiH, &.i% 
'Vbf ri>viirimil |iniri<NriiirN, iii nli-vjitKii t'lmliH, 
Lnuk 0*«r tliiiii' K'hkI "tixi-litrliH wllli luiiNl nuniili'imiii nlnta; 
Wliuit (tiiwii yniir hIihivmh iiiiiiin Kll'lii>K> ^iHi '^ iM<>li»» Iriin hiiiI \\g\\i, 
Suiim " Naniliri iiriiirnriiiiiiiini," jimt in iIihd in ml you HkIiI. 
tlkonu — Oil I iiiiKlily Imixn, Isf. 



HONC. 



Tim iliiy of ili>i>iii'tiim in 
■ ■ ■'-.l.r...t.l.< 

II Miitnr, A.lioii, il ' <.l.l Ynlo - 



Alri'iuly In Hiiri'it.l l<i lli» liivniitiK witiiti 
Kilim, Aliiiit 



Vkiirut — Jill 

Ah Niiilly lliK limt |iui'tiiif{ iiiiiiiiciiIh k"''" I"ixI> 

Willi lliiiiif(l>l" III' l)ii^ ynikiH iliitl liikVii iiiiiii-nalily llowii, 
Wll ({iixit ii|iiiu liJii'H Htoriiiy ih-hiiii iil Inil, 
Hu. Ami ilri'iiil Id tiiiihurk im itri wiiIki'i) kIiiiiii. 

CJinrun—iix'Hiihrn, im--. 
Yiil liii|{i<rwii iiiiiy mil, wn miviir [n-iltiy, 

Tim liiHl lii-H llllll liiKli.ii mil' lutrk In (liii nlinrK ; 
Ami llir<iti(r|i lliK tviiN' wuhIk luli« iitir WKuriHiiiin wuyH, 
y»«. T'l iii<"'l ii"""r iiRiiiii nil III.' v..y.iK.i I"' "'-r. 

6'Aui'i(*— JiiviilliirH, &<: 

'I'liKU n.iDriKli'H, nn 'mmlli tlioix iIiirK Il'i-'X w» ri>d[ll«, 

W<''ll IiIi'-iIk" 'iiiM iiii.iilii.i' I.I .'lioi-yi lIlIN iliiy, 
Ai'iiiiiiil lilly.fiv,. II.I1.I...I iiK'nioi-iun nliull mm, 
ItU. AikI i>liii-Kirl <>l.l Viit« Ix. n-iiiiiiiil..>ni<l lor iiyi<. 

t'/mfw^iivullcrii, Acc. 
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SONG. 






ti.*M or '54 
Air— "Derfty Ram." 


^^1' ' 




I came an CmeraM FriishmaD, 
With just a dozen ahirts, 

A face unknown to whiskers, 
A coal devoid of skirts, 

0, a coat deroid of skirts, 

0, a coat devoid of skirls. 


1 




On knowledge was I bent, sir. 
For learning did I pant. 

So to CoUege I was sent, sir, 
To see the Elephaot. 

0, to see the Elephant, 

0, to aee the Elephant. 

The animal is some, sir, 
I've scrutinized him through, 

From trunk lo lip of tail, sir ; 
I rather think I'll do. 

0, i ralher think I'll do, 

0,1 rather think I'll do. 










0, College is the place, sir, 

Forjollilyand fun; 
For four years take your ease, sir, 

Repent when you have done. 
O, repent when you ha\'e done, 
0, repent when you have done. 






But now old Yale, I leave her. 

To hreaat the waves of life; 






I'm going to serve my country. 

And sport a pretty wife. 
0, and sporl a prolty wife, 
0, and sport a prelly wile. 






When I get into business, 

I'll send ihetn to old Yale, air, 

To taste its bumkum joys. , 
0, to taste its bunkum Joys, 
0, to taste its bunkum joys. 







PE^S.^TATIO^ .OX«K. 


S» 


SO.NG. 




CLASS OF '58. 




"Modulus — Where, oh tehere, are the Hebrew Children." ' ■ 




BU. H 


Omnes a nobis prostraliD, 




(Fieri non polpsl quin.) 




Professoribua pabu!o erunl, 


Tct. 1 


Non alia re dignae sunt 




Ubi est meus parvus equus ? 


Bii. 


Qui de mo est beoo meritus, 




(Per quem stalial quominu^? ) 




Omne actum est cam equo. 


Ter. 


Ei equo sic pugnavi. 




Ubi sunt hi profcssoris 1 


Su 


Quibus moilocicuam deilimus, 




(Qui nihil prpelertniHenint quin — ) 




Labomnl stomacho, aeJ nihil intered, 


Ter. 


Si eheopskin valet, bene est. 




Ubi classes inferiores ? 


Bit. 


Invidentea hie a lergo, 




Macti, pueri, virtute ! 




Non ciijusvis est icquare. 


Ter. 


Classen) quinquaginta tres .' 


1 


Ubi sunt Seniores aute nos I 


BU. 


Haud scio All terra marique 




Ubique dispersi sint, 




lidem sunt qui simper fuerant ; 


Ter. ! 


Ex civitale puisi sunt. 




Ubi est Guglielmus WIckbam? 


BU. 


Cin aeculare carmen cantat. 


! 


Vemes haburt corpus 'd. 


1 


i Alias centum annos abhinc, 


Ter. 


Vermes devoravint nos. 


!! 




SONG. 

Am — " Come, come, soldiers come." 

Beneath these elms — whose sacred shade 
Rests on the scene so soon to fade — 
We gather now, froiu toil set free. 
To hold our paiting jubilee. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, 

Sing cro the parting hours take wing, 
Sing, sing. Seniors sing. 
Sing ere the hours take wing. 

We meet a full unbroken hand. 
In Joj to clasp each brother's hand ; 
To talk of each &ir dawning daj', 
Illumed by Hope's bright golden ray. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, &.c. 

For ua is hushed the morning bell, 
And hushed the tuneful organ's swell ; 
While from our glad and happy throng 
Is heard the mirthful laugh and song. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, &c. 

For ever boaai Columbia's fame. 
And glorious Alma Mater's name ; 
Nor cease, till life's last hour arrive. 
To shout the praise of Fifty-Five ! 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing. 

Sing ere the parting hours take wing. 
Sing, sing. Seniors sing, 
Sing ere the hours take wing. 
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PARTING SONGS. 



THOUGHTS AT PARTING. 

BT B. S. WILLIS, '41. 

Hindostan Air, 

Ckorus — Well, our years like transient dreams, 

All have glided by,— 
Smiling in the past they stand, 

A silent company ; 
Tell us, ye fleeting band, 
Gliding to your shadowy land. 

Tell us— will your sunny reign 

Ne'er return again ? 

THE RESPONSE. 

Time — ^Yes, your years, like transient dreams 

All have glided by, 
Smiling in the past they stand, 

A silent company ; 
Still receding on the shore 
Of wasting life, they'll come no more, 

And for you, their sunny reign 

Ne'er returns again. 

Chorus — But those days and months and hours, 

Tell us, where are they ? 
Like a full and lengthened life 

They seem'd but yesterday ! 
Far, far they stretched along, 
Bright with flowers, and cheer'd by song; 

Joy, and kindling &ncy form'd 

Ne'er a dream beyond ! 



6 



Time — Fled forever — wiih jour years, 

Fled (hose days and houM ; 
Gaibered now, or lost Coi aye, 

Gathered all their flowera ! 
Brighter days and calmer houra. 
Purer joys or fairer flower*. 

Earnest hearts, ye may attain 

Ne'er in life again ! 

Chorus — Parting sunders many a tie 

All unfetl before, — 
What a beauty clothes these scenes 

Never jet they wore ! 
Trees ne'er sprung so full and fair ; 
Never breathed so soft an air ! 

Earth ne'er offered to the sky 

Such a minstrelsy 1 

And these tranquil shades of elm — 

Deep iheir beauty now I 
And these old familiar halls — 

Dearer still Ihey grow. 
Stay, slay ye fleeting hours ! 
Bear not from these classic bowers 

These happy scenes, and spirits gay. 

Our kindred souls away ! 

Time — Room, room for throngs who come 
Closely pressing on, 
Loiterers in the flight of years, 

The flnal task is done ! 
Others come these seats to fill- 
Room ! they throng the threshold well ! 
Stranger voices drown your own- 
On, loiterers, on! 

Chorus — Yet for us who linger here. 

Yet one parting strain. 
When shall music's grateful voice 

Blend our hearts again ! 
God speed you, comrades ! still. 
Heaven protect and guard you well, 

Bright the sky, and fair the gale — 

PeBce to honored " Yale !" 



FABTIKC 



YALE PARTING SONG. 

BY w. t. coLTon, '50. 

AiH — '* Bruce's Address^' 

Rise, ye gallant sons of Yale t 
Let your voicea, on ibe gale. 
Swell o'er mountain, hill and vale. 

Swell the anttiem free 
Ye are Freedom's sons! — the sod 
Where ye tread your fethera trod, 
Youra their blood-bought gift of (rod, 

Glorious liberty ! 

Will ye shame your noble sires T 
Will ye not, with pure desires, 
Light afreah her altar firea. 

Ere they Side and die ? 
Brothera ! will ye too be men, 
Fight her haittes o'er again, 
Not with sword, but with the pes, 

Winning victory 1 

TfUBling in the God of might, 
Turbing not your backs for flight, 

Scholar- Soldiera for the right 

Face the -coward foe ! — 

Error — hurl him from his throne. 

Truth's bright banner wave alone, 

With it, tropliie al your own, 

Conquer, where ye go. 

Who would wear a craven soul T 
Who, while life's red currents roll. 
Will not stretch him to the goal. 

Grasp iho glittering prize ? 
While great voices and sublime. 
Sounding up the march of Time, 
Cry " who glory's mount would climb. 

Here her summits rise !" 

Heart to heart, and hand to hand. 
Go, Yalenbia'b noble band, 
In your love united stiiiid. 

Scorn the tempter'a snare ; — 



Pressing forward e 
To the Great Life, that before, 
Vast, a eea witliout a ehoro, 
Waits your presence there. 

Gaze ye on each other's face, 
Give ;e each the last embracer 
Earnest, then, begin the race, 

Leading on the van ; 
Putting ignorance to shame, 
And with deeds of worthiest name. 
Striving, with an heavenward aim, 

For the good of man. 

And when ye thai race have rim. 
And each soldier's setting sun — 
Setting when the battle's won — 

Sinks behind the west, 
Stretched upon the tented field. 
Each beneath his battered shield, 
"Where your shout of " victoij 1" pealed. 

Find your glorious rest. 




FARTIXa «OX6S 



PARTING HYMN. 
BTH.li. eoLToy, '49. 
Brolben, for the last time gathered 

In this ancieni, holy pile, 
Where high anthem daily fiUetb 

Each religious sisle 
And the hearts true prajer ascending 
Meets the ear of God low bending, 
The still while ; 

Brothers ! — what shall be our greetingf 

Happy smile or mournful tear? 
Which would be io us most fitting, 

Hope or anxious fear ! 
Neither but a mingled feeling; 
As upon this lighted ceiling 

Shades appear ! 
Grief,— 4h3t our united being- 
Duties, joys, severities, 
Manly deeds of generous kindness. 

Gentle sympalhieg. 
Teachings, patient, wise and fitting — 
In the distance are retreating, 

From our eyes. 
Joy, — an eager, solemn pleasure, 

'rhat our first young course is o'er, 
And a Great Life, without measure, 

Reachethon before, 
To be filled with deed and thought. 
As our own hands shall have wrought, 

Evermore ! 
Comrades, let us still be scholars 

Studying in the Halls of Time ! 
Searching out our hidden natures, 

Mysieriee aulilimo ! 
Tending on to God's high throne 
With a being like his own, 

Moat divine 1 
Going forth, then, cheerfully, 

Working silent, and alone. 
Bach upon hi« right ami leaning, 

And the Mighty One, 
Doing what we find to do^ 
Comrades, genorous, trioil ami true, 
Say, Adieu f 




PAHTIHG 



STANZAS FROM VALEDICTORY POEM. 

BIT F. H. PINCH, '49. 

Gray rocks, by Heaven's own arches spaa'd, 
Twin giants guarding sea and land. 
Th(! vine shall wreath your brows of stone. 
The cluiid shall make your crags its throne, 
When harvaals wave and orchards bloom 
Upon each long forgottun lonih. 
Though atern the faie your dark lips tell. 
Farewell, gray ramparts, fare ye well ! 

_ n whose heaving breast 
The billow waves its battle creat. 
Our shallop helm and dipping oar 
Shall part thy locks of foam no more I 
We shall not plow thine azure plain, 

thy snow-tipped hills again, 
Yet while the tides of ocean swell, 

e billows, fare ye well ! 

Dark elms, beneath whose emerald dome 
Music and smiles have built their home, 
Within whoao realm of summer shade 
Our dreams like wanton birds have strayed, 
We shall not see you clothed again 
With verdant wreath or crystal chain, 
Yet long may leaf to leaflet tell 
Our parting word, onr sad farewell I 

Old halls, through which the whirling tide 
Of earnest toil and wrestling pride 
Has rolled with many a billow shock, 
As rivers lash the sundered rock. 
Your aged walls shall ring no more 
With won! or song of ours. 'Tis o'e>— 
The changeful dream, the witching gpeli; — 
One thought is left us ; — 't is farewell ! 



^ 
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PARTING ODE. 

BT A. BIGELOW, '52. 

Many times eie now we've parted, 

Yet no drops of sadness fell ; 
Were we, brothers, less warm hearted. 

Saying tearlessly, •* Farewell ?" 
No ! till now, there mingled ever 

Trust that all would meet again ; 
*T is the thought that now we sever 

iVe'er to meet, that gives us pain. 
Brothers ! our last parting word. 
Once for aye, will soon be heard ! 

Doubtful, wistful, we are standing 

By our Alma Mater's door — 
Of Futurity demanding 

What there is for us in store. 
Know we then, that, boyhood ended, 

Men, the world will call us now ; 
And, with " dove and serpent" blended, 

Stout of heart, and bold of brow. 
In still haunts or busy mart, 
Ours must be stem manhood's part. 

Soon our number will be broken. 

And the mandate, **' Dust to dust," 
O'er departing brothers spoken. 

Will commit to earth her trust. 
Who of all shall first be taken ? 

Who, when years have fled, be last ? 
Shall the &tal lot be shaken ? 

Nay ! in vain it would be cast ! 
For a power controls our fate, 
Whose stern summons we must wait ! 

But we may not linger, brothers ; 

Be our fiiture what it will, \ 

We must on ! and yield to others 

Places we no more can fill. | 

Yet, a bosom friend in sadness, ! 

Nestles Memory near our hearts ; 
Kindly let remembered gladness 

Wipe each tear-drop as it starts ; — 
As we benedictions say. 
Let it bless our parting day. 



FABTIire SOItOB. 

Though the din of Htrife'a before us, 

Hark ! with gentle words of peace, 
Faith and Hope are hovering o'er us. 

Whispering, " Stritb and toil shall cease !" 
Every cause but Truth's forsaking, 

On through life our course we'll urge, 
Rest in death, — then, gladly waking, 

Find us o'er the River's surge. 
Hoping there to meet and dwell, 
Say, we, Brothers, now, "Farewell !" 
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PARTING ODE. 

BT nSKB P. BREWKR, '52. 

Finis nobis expetitos 
Adest quadriennio ; 

Jam in cursum vitse eximus, 
Imos alii alio. 

Sint in quaqne via vitse 
Opes, spes, amici cuique, 

Felix domos, bene audire» 
Merito laudari. 
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Dum oramus te minora, \ -, 

Dona, DeuSy et majora : 

O yolante titamor hora • * 

Bene sapienter. 

I ' 
Nos, qui Salvatorem amamus, 

Spe Salutis gaudeamos : 

Oito ceteri petamus 

Pacem sempiternam. 

Laorjmis bononun detur 
Terrae, quum quis morietur : 
Altero levatum leto 
Deus alte tollat. 

Si quis laesit fratri firaler 
Mutuo nunc ignoscatur. 
Gaudeat nobis Alma Mater, 
Fratres, yaleads. 

Finis nobis expetitus 

Adest quadriennio : 
Jam in cursum Tits eximus, 

Imus alii alio. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



CHARGE OF THE 56th. 
fVom the YtXe Literary of March, IBSS. 

With a cruh, with a smash, 
With a dash onward. 

Into Biennial Iiall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 
For up came an order which, 

No one had blundered. 
" Forward the Soph Brigade ! 

Onward with ponies' aB :" 
Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

" Forward the Soph Brigade " 
No man was there dismayed, 
Not though the Juniors said 

They flunked and blundered : 
They did not make reply. 
They did not reason why. 
But bound to rush or die, 
Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

Tutors to right ot them. 
Tutors to left of them. 
Tutors in front of them, 

Looked on and wondered. 
For when the Chapel bell 
Toll'd out its mournful knell. 
Boldly they rushed and well. 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of Hell, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 
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Flashed all their weapons bare, 
Flashed all their pens in air, 
Wasting the paper there, 
Skinning from ponies while, 

All the Profs, wondered ; 
Plunged in the classic smeke. 
With many an inky stroke. 
The Latin lines they broke : 
Onward, right on they rushed, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

Tutors to the right of them, 
Tutors to the left of them, 
Tutors behind them, 

Spouted and thundered ; 
Answering with a yell. 
Those that had fought so well. 
Came from the jaws of Deaths 
Back from the mouth of Hell, 
All that had rushed of them. 

Rushed of one hundred. 

When can their glory &de ? 
O the great rush they made ! 

All the Profs, wondered. 
Honor the rush they nruule ! 
Honor the Soph Brigade, 

Noble one hundred 
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52 MISCBLLAlfBOUB. 



THE COLLEGE GHOST. 

From the Yale Literary, November, 1864. 

A LBOE>*D OF OLD SOUTH MIDDLE. 

By the flickering light of a fluid lamp, 
A Freshman sat in his room so damp, 

But his lesson was a damper ; 
Studying out how the Roman Camp 
Had been lorded over by many a scamp 

Who made their enemies scamper. 
The rain poured without while he pored within. 
The elements made a most fearful din, 

Like ten thousand ^ongs for dinner ; 
When he heard a step on the College walk, 

Like the step of a ghostly walker, 
And at his door he heard a knock, 

Like the rap of a ghostly knocker ; 
For the knock was hollow upon the door. 
And hollow the step on the entry floor. 
As if made by bones and nothing more. 

" Who comes there at this time of night ?" 
The Freshman queried with pale aflfright, 
While the hair of his heAd stood bolt upright, 
And he felt quite blue as he turned quite white. 

No answer : but bump 

On the door came a thump. 
As much as to say " No lingo ? 

Open your door, 

Without a word more. 
Or I'll break it down, by jingo." 

The Freshman reluctantly turned the key, 
Expecting a Sophomore gang to see, 
Who, with faces masked and bangers stout, 
Had come resolved to smoke him out, 
And give him a pufl'he could do without. 
So he turned the bolt with fear and gloom, 
But Sophomores bolt not into the room. 

But instead a woful vision 

Smote upon his startled sight ; 
In the darkness of the entry 

Stood a shape most thin and white, 
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Showing ail its ghastly grimness, 

On the bosonn of the night : 
Dimly through its form transparent, 

Shone the Freshman's fluid light, 
And the hair stood stiff and straighter, 

On the fear bewildered wight. 
** Who art thou," he faintly uttered, 

" Coming in this mournful plight ?" 
And the figure dimly muttered — 

What I very soon shall write, 
In the next verse you shall see it. 

Read it slowly — read it right. 

" I am not the ghost of biped, 
Trampling over the stones, 
As soon thou wilt discover, 
By the hide on my bones ; 
In my extremity 

I come to thee ; 
At my extremity, 
Thou wilt see 
A long and stern tail ; 

Keep thy serenity, 
Nor let thy lips turn pale. 

" I am a College pony. 

Coming from a Junior's room. 
The ungrateful wretch has cast me 

Forth to wander in the gloom. 
I bore him safe through Horace, 

Saved him from the flunkey's doom. 
Now biennial is over, 
He, instead of oats and clover, 

Will not grant me e'en a tomb. 
While I wander here unburied, 

I am in a dreadful fix, 
For I never can be ferried 

O'er the deep and muddy Styx. 
As I am old and spavin-kneed, j 

I thy help most sorely need, 

Lay me low in Tutor's Lane ; 
I will bear thee there with speed, 

Caring not for wind and rain." 

The Freshman heard and saw his tale. 
He bestrode the back of the form so pale, 
Although it was sharp, like the edge of a rail. 
Yet the speed of the Pale Horse never did fail, 
Till he reached the middle of Tutor's Lane, 



mSCKLLAMBOUI. 

Wbere the Fmsbmaa iJui; Id tbe miat of the nio, 

A grave for tbe Pony wJih nil^ht anil main. 

(There's a Aua cliance to pun with rain and mam.) 

Ho dug the grave, and h^ laid him low 

Where the BwcelMay-flowcrB in their beauty grow, 

And the winds uf winter wildly raTe, 

Over the placH nf the Pony's gravf. 

He planted above him a. y/h'ac pine board. 

And on it these words he rudely scored : — 



" This grave is unworthy to bide, 
His hide who traveled rough roads ; 

He ne'er was translated, but died 
Translating old Horace's Odea. 

Here he lies past the doctor's art, 
Tread gently, and leave him alone ; 

Tbe remains of what may have been Smart, 
Although it was <Hn and Bohn !" 



